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Make our foes strong in malice of design,
To warn them of your brother's present speed,
Who must be here with morning: my device,
My trick to win all faiths that hang on him
And tie them to my service with his hand.
So have we all souls instant on our side,
And you no way to wound us: for by this,
Even with the hearing of my name given forth
As parcel of the bond that writes him dead,
Which is now cancelled with his bloodshedding,
This your good town is with us, and your lords
That stood for you with this man fled or dead,
If they dare strike or stand yet    What shift now ?
What wit ? what craft ?

Queen.               My friends driven forth the court ?

No help upon my side ?-   The town raised too ?

Darnley.   We had no heart nor wit to work with, ha ?
We were your fools, and heartless ?

Queen (at the window}.                 Help, all friends \

All good men help your queen here !    Ho, my lord,
My lord the Provost!

Darnley.                   He is raised indeed.

Queen.    Help for the queen! help, Erovost!

Darnley.                                          Peace, I say;

You may fare worse: these are wild hours.

Voice without.                                          Sit down ;

You shall be hewn in pieces if you stir
And flung into the Nor'-Loch.

Darnley.                             Nay, be wise;

Pluck not their madness on you.